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Another incident, at Bade, called forth a second
burst of indignation, but this time not so justly.

A fine vessel, the Ben Coolan, laden with Govern-
ment stores for India, ran ashore on the sand, outside
Bude-Haven. The lifeboat was got out; but the sea
was terrible, and there was no practised crew to man
her. Crowds were on the pier, hooting the boatmen,
and calling them cowards, because they would not
put to sea, and save those on the vessel; but an old
Oxford eight man, who was present, assures me that
the crew were not up to facing such a sea: they were
gardeners, land-labourers, canalmen, not one among
them who, when he rowed, did not look over his
shoulder to see where he was going. The crew
shirked putting out in the tremendous sea that was
bowling in; and the vessel broke up under the eye
of those who stood on the pier and cliffs. The first
rocket that was fired fell short. The second went
beyond the bows. The third went over the ship.
The mate was seen to run forward to catch the rope,
when a wave burst against the side, and spun him
up in the foam, and he was seen no more. The ship
turned broadside to the waves, which tore her to
pieces with great rapidity. Only a few of the crew
were saved. The captain was drowned.

Mr. Hawker wrote shortly afterwards:

A  CROON  ON HENNACLIFF

Thus said the rushing raven

Unto his hungry mate:
'Ho, gossip! for Bude Haven!

There be corpses six or eight.
Cawk, cawk! the crew and skipper

Are wallowing in the sea.
So there's a savoury supper

For my old dame and me!'

'Cawk! gaffer! thou art dreaming;

The shore hath wreckers bold.
Would rend the yelling seamen
From the clutching billows' hold!that little fishing village. Tht
